4                        CONTARINI FLEMING:

I am desirous of executing this purpose while my brain
is still fed by the ardent, though tempered, flame of youth;
while I can recall the past with accuracy, and record it
with vividness; while my memory is still faithful, a^Su
while the dewy freshness .of youthful fancy still Hngers on
my mind.

I would bring to this work the illumination of an intellect
emancipated from the fatal prejudices of an irrational
education. This may be denied' me. Yet some exemption
from the sectarian prejudices that embitter life may surely
be expected from one who, by a curious combination of
circumstances, finds himself without country, without
kindred, and without friends; nor will he be suspected of
indulging in the delusion of worldly vanity, who, having
acted in the world, has retired to meditate in an inviolate
<volitude, and seeks relief from the overwhelming vitality of
thought in the flowing spirit of poetic creation.

CHAPTER II.

WHEN I can first recall existence, I remember myself a
melancholy child. My father, Baron Fleming, was a Saxoa
nobleman of ancient family, who, being opposed to the
French interest, quitted his country at the commencement
of this century, and after leading for some years a wander-
ing life, entered into the service of a northern court. At
Venice, yet a youth, he married a daughter of the noble
house of Contarini, and of that marriage I was the only
offspring. My entrance into this world was marked with
evil, for my mother yielded up her life while investing me
with mine. I was christened with the name of her illus-
trious race. Thus much during the first years of my
childhood I casually learnt, but I know not how. I feel I
was early conscious that my birth was a subject on which